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several graves that were concealed under piles of rock. The
well-constructed shafts of these tomb-pits are visible to-day.
Skeletons were found at different levels, the layers being separated
by heavy flat stones. Successive burials appear to have taken
place in the same tomb* The only objects discovered were, I was
informed, articles made of bone such as fish-hooks and other
insignificant objects in common use. The natives of Kusaie
are a mild, friendly, lazy, and on the whole tolerably moral people.
The fact that the girls are often called upon to marry a man they
don't like leads to a good deal of " carrying on " with the man of
their preference. The young couples take a holiday in the
jungle and are often caught in flagrante delicto^ though amongst
the perfumes of the forest it might more pleasantly and suitably
be called jragrante delicto* The girl usually gets a beating and a
pardon from her husband and the guilty pair receive a reprimand
from one or other of the two elderly American ladies of the
Mission, whose unceasing admonitions and excellent examples
have not yet sufficed to suppress these romantic escapades. Life
must be very dull on the little island of Kusaie and one ought not
to grudge the young people these little picnics, irregular though
they may be.
The visit of the steamer is a great event, for it is less than once
a month that a mail reaches the little settlement when all is
excitement and activity. As we left the quay the local school-
children, rather a pathetic little group of dark youngsters, sang
with their sweet soft voices—they are all songsters, the islanders
—" Home, Sweet Home/' Even the toughest of old travellers,
inured as he may be to strange places and stranger people, must
feel a little tug at his heart-strings. As I sat in the frail canoe
that was to take me on board, alongside the quay, I closed xny
eyes. The present faded away—the island and the forest and the
heat—and I saw myself in a great silent crowded building. On
the stage Adelina Patti, for the last time I think in public, poured
out in her still marvellous voice the melody of that very song,
and stirred to their depths the emotions of her hearers. Oh dear,
oh dear, how time has flown !
Two days later a long line of palm trees appeared on the
horizon to the east, with gaps here and there where the sea
separates the low-lying coral islands, and in the early afternoon
we steamed through the narrow opening of the reef into the great
still lagoon of Jaluit, in the most important group in the Marshall
Archipelago. Three weeks had already passed since I had

